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and questioned sexuality 
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| watch him when | should be looking at my guitar. Which, in all honesty, is throughout the entire show. Axl's 
wearing practically see-through white spandex pants. And its driving me insane. He might as well be fucking 
naked. And when we go to take a bow-the fucker has a hard-onll follow him to his dressing room, | know if | 
let him slip away itll be weeks before Doug Goldstein condescends to pass a message on to him. 

"Those pants dude-even the guys were drooling." 

He grinned at me. 


"What can you expect from fags?" 


| flinch and his smile fades. | keep talking, | know I'll only get one chance at this with him. 


"Straight guys too. You'll make us question our sexuality." 

He blinks and then laughs. 

"Shut up." 

| step into the room-right up to him, kicking the door shut. 

"Axl-you're not listening to me." 

His eyes flash blue for a minute before he pushes me gently away. 

"Come on Slash-quit teasing.’ 

| lean in again, this time leaning my palms on the dresser on either side of him. 

‘lm not." 

"You want me to think you're a fucking faggot Slash? Is that it? You want me to punch you over this? 
"How can | be gay if | only want one man's dick?" 

He stares at me for a long moment. 

"You're really not kidding?" 

"No. | figure-you let me kiss you. Then I'll get over this shit and can go back to pussy. 
Its a risky move, but l'm desperate for a taste of him. 

"Slash-l'm no fag." 


"I know. But- you've never had a good experience wtih a guy. You kiss me and that will be the last thing you 
remeber about a man touching you, not what your dad-" 


"SHUT UPI" 
He shoves me hard away from him, his hands fisting at his sides. | look at him from under my curls. 


"Alright, forget it then 


"Wait. Just-a kiss is all? what if it you know-becomes more?" 


| look back at him. 

"Then it becomes more. But, its you who decides that" 

He seems to relax a bti at that. 

"So how do you wanna do this then?" 

"Close your eyes." 

He does without comment, through his knuckles are white gripping at the dresser. Without a sound | stand in 
front of him again, pressing my mouth to his, making him accept my tongue. He touches my hips lightly then 
pulls me in closer, his hand gripping my curls, forcing my head back. 

“Alright. Fuck me then" 

"You didn't say please" 

Instantly his eyes narrow and | know I've blown it. | unwrap his fist from my hair, kissing his knuckles. 

‘I'm teasing you Axl.” 


It takes a minute for the words To sink in but when it does his face falls and becomes uncertain. 


"I like to play. And | like to hear begging.’ 


and a silver cross 
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| grin at him as he laces his fingers tightly through mine. 
"| don't like asking for things." 

"Yeah. | noticed" 

Finally, he smiles. 

"Turn around and I'll fuck you as you ordered" 


He laughs, kissing me again while his hand scratches lightly down my back. He toes off his boots and socks 
before going for his spandex pants. 


"No, let me." 

He tilts his head up at me. 

"Say please." 

"You little-please." 

He laughs taking my hands in his and puts them on his waist. 

"As you like." 

| kneel down to begin the task of peeling the sweaty-slick fabric off his legs. 
"Don't-you shouldn't-come on get up." 

"Thought you'd love to see me on my knees." 

Finally | get his pants off him and my lips are level with his erection 


"Never. You shouldn't ever be on your knees to me." 


He bends down to me, his eyes wide and wet. 

"| want to take you in my mouth." 

"You wouldn't like the taste of it" 

| curse in my head | need to remeber his past. 

‘It's different when you want it. Besides | know you shower." 

It's a lame attempt at humor but he gives a small smile anyway. 
"Come on. I'm dying to get in your ass." 


Now he's truly smiling and he stands, pulling me up with him. He loops his arms around me before kissing me 


moaning into my mouth when my hand closes around his cock He turns his back to me. 
"Beautiful. | don't have any lube" 

He braces himself against the dresser nodding to his left 

"| have hair gel" 

| snort. 

"Well you'll just hae to shower afterwards" 


He dosen't answer, watching me in the mirror as | fumble out of my clothes. He hands me the hair gel without 


a word. 

"Figures it'd be roses." 

He stays silent shivering when | kiss his shoulder. 
"You sure?" 


"Want it to be you." 


That's good enough for me. | quickly cover my cock in the sticky gel spreading kisses across his back as | begin 


to push into him. He bites his lip shutting his eyes tight when l'm fully inside him. 


"| can stop." 


"No just give me a minute." 


| run my nails slowly through the red hair curling above his cock. He opens his eyes moving my hand down, 


folding my fingers around his cock. 
"Ready now?" 


He nods and begins to move his hips so that my hand jerks him off with each thrust. His eyes half close as | 
find his spot but he keeps his gaze on my reflection, his tongue caught between his teeth. 


"Good?" 

"Yeah. Y-you know it" 

‘Can't tell you're so fucking quiet" 

| lick his neck and he groans, moving his head to the side to give me more room. 

"Demanding prick." 

"Uh-huh." 

He lets out another moan as | speed up my pace, he's so tight squeezing his ass hard around me. | cum so 
soon that it's embarrassing but he fills my hand soon afterwards. He lets me hold him for a moment before 
he tenses. 


"Wait. Don't say anything yet" 


| crouch down for my jeans, pulling the black cloth over my lefs digging through my pockets. | pull out a silver 


cross dangling from a chain and press it into his palm. 

"Here. If you ever want this from me again, wear it. I'll come to you whenever | see it around your neck" 
He looks down at my gift. 

Its beautiful’ 

| shrug suddenly at a loss for words. He pecks my mouth with his too quickly to be called a true kiss. 
"lll wear it" 


| look at him wide-eyed expecting a joke or a trick but his grey eyes are guiless. 


"One more kiss Slash? Please?" 


| grab his hips pulling him hard against my chest. Its not a kiss but an act of possession. And he gives in 
completely. 


